awoke and looked into the garden. How incomprehensible
that Leonard Bast should have won her this night of peace!
Was he also part of Mrs Wilcox's mind?

CHAPTER XLI
FAR different was Leonard's development. The months
after Oniton, whatever minor troubles they might bring
him were all overshadowed by Remorse. When Helen
looked back she could philosophize, or she could look into
the future and plan for her child. But the father saw nothing
beyond his own sin. Weeks afterwards, in the midst of other
occupations, he would suddenly cry out, 'Bnjte - you brute,
I couldn't have -* and be rent into two people who held .
dialogues. Or brown rain would descend, blotting out faces
and the sky. Even Jacky noticed the change in him. Most
terrible were his sufferings when he awoke from sleep.
Sometimes he was happy at first, but grew conscious of a
burden hanging to him and weighing down his thoughts
when they would move. Or little irons scorched his body*
Or a sword stabbed him. He would sit at the edge of his bed,
holding his heart and moaning,c Oh, what shall I do, what-
ever shall I do?3 Nothing brought ease. He could put dis-
tance between him and the trespass, but it grew in his
soul.
Remorse is not among the eternal verities. The; Greeks
were right to dethrone her. Her action is too capricious, as
though the Erinyes selected for punishment only certain
men and certain sins, And of all means to regeneration
Remorse is surely the most wasteful. It cuts away healthy
tissues with the poisoned. It is a knife that probes far deeper
than the evil* Leonard was driven straight through its tor-*
ments and emerged pure, but enfeebled - a better man,
who would never lose control of himself again, but abo &
smaller man, who had less to control. Nor did purity mean
peace. The use of the knife can become a habit as hard tO[:
shake off as passion itself, aad Leonard continued to
with a cry out of dreams.